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Make yourself free with new order from LONGSHOREMEN. 


Password recovery 


hyglucoseloweringintype2diabetesguaranteed with us! anxiety 
symptoms keep changing buy genuine tofranil line. Many year 
of dedicated study gone toward making shining product fix 
mind and potential hiring of expatriate Russian scientists me- 
dicine 93 5298 250mg diamox mastercard! See what future 
website has for you and feel good because even though 
LONGSHOREMEN has cheap 20 mg accutane visa we still have 


love for you in our heart for you in our heart. 
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Baxter Sitpyk 


Local Guide - 21 reviews 





Can 


My Melancholic Symphony "Cute Cola’ 


| review 
* * ? weeks a go NEW *« 


My grandfather and grandmother hated LSM. All my 

uncles hate LSM. My father hates LSM and so does my 
mother. You can be assured | will hate LSM aswell. It is 
in a way my duty. 













* * *& *& *& 7 months ago 
i saw a cloud on sunday with a wire cable hanging out 
of it. can u guys report on that? MSM hates me 
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Sick My Dogs On them. 


|4 reviews 


Orziliom 


10 reviews 
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Matriculum Deliciouso 
t Local Guide - 76 reviews * 
ek kek ke ayear agc ) 


i am a fyghter. i am a warryor. you suckyouscuk you 
suck you suck youscuk you suckyou suck 













KkKKk* 8 years ago 
Rot 


* 9 months ago 






i love it! 
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Mayetum Mayetum 
Local Guide - 148 reviews 





A Splitt Too Naught 


| review 


(9 Like «<° Share 
















kkk kK S years ago 
i died in a car crash 3 years ago soi like LSM 
thumbsup!!! 





Celina Gomez 


| review 





iwishi was my mom 







k kkk * S years ago 
food was great 
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| review 








kkeke«kxk a year ago 

one time i saw a video of a guy who recorded himself 
overdosing and shooting himself into the head and 
also he had some bomb strapped to him that he ignited 
and then he jumped from a cliff all at the same time so 
that hed be dead for sure 


Gene Manipulating Devil 


* a year ago 


Cant even get a fucking hair or a drop of spit out of 
these wankers. Cloning is hopeless!!! 
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4 reviews 
; *k*k*k*k* 8 years ago 
Atlantisreal9 | . | | 
\ nnd Caddie» 44 eciceen all issued are printed on sheet metal (WHERE | AM) 


* kkk * 3 years ago (9 Like «<° Share 





through breathing in a beautiful part of your wonderful Myrshythfynfyn 
human hills of human human contact to be human 4 reviews 3 Kesselotik Enarm with Toric 
j : : 3 reviews 
beautiful. i love you. i love you i love you * kk kw T years ago 
kk kk & 3 years ago 


felt like Hipster Ariel 
LSM sucks needs to be destroyed by Myssyle 
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kkekkek 3 Years ago 
Nothing ive encountered more creepy in USA !! 
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Death in September (London) 


CHAOS IS AT FEAST. Thrulines of wanked ostracision bleed every social 
pulse. Mysophobic impulses unasked keep you safer than creating your 
own veal. What else do you think you’re doing? 

Presented cephalically, with needles driving you to sleep soundless, your {| 
family at rest. There is always dirt beneath the surface: just look closer. — 
Moontide comes closer—posits a nearing between 47-24-1(3)49—linked 
between Eschaton and the uruburus. 

Angels are extraterrestrials—run for your life; cruciality exhumed. 
Cosmic pornography. Cybernetic cock coming digits. Crashing waves, 
breaking on the rocky code. All the best opted out through strychnine iv. 
Otherwise a fusion of metal and man in dry sexual tension found in the 
remnants of the wreck. We should all be so lucky. Crypto-Christ eyed up 
and anally fingered by Mrs Pilate. Dreams switched between great joy, 
small hope, 01100010 01101001 01100111 00100000 01100110 01110101 
01100011 01101011 01101001 01101110 01100111 00100000 01100100 
01100101 01100001 01101100. Earth shakes as the sweaty red fuck drags 
himself towards Bethelehem’s puckered cunt. 468: 47/24/78 
(1226-894-149). Blyton’s Noddy, the shy prince of Persia, nailed up to 
the cross; the primus of Atlantis, forger of YHVH. Skid marks. Shat pants. 
Hidden knowledge. The prick Adam fucked up her spout. Eve is a saint, 
canonised like the pillar of human salt. No eulogy worth sighing. 

Black taxicab as permanent hearse. Umber stallions blinkered. 

Young girl looks away: soft of cheek: untouched by implants promised: 
unmolested by wormrot: epigram on her tombstone. Blonde man and 
blonde woman, in black and in white, ringed by the photo whirr follo- 
wed by consummation. With such a plea the ancestors are meet to be 
heard, crusted with dead souls, if god wanted it as such then he should 
have been a better craftsman. Throbbing. Blue light addiction. Chaos is at 
feast. Shaved girl thighs covered in cuts. Rusty razor gives hope. 

Better to whore out than cop out and cash in. Raised by the remnants of 
E-45 and Durex. Empty English gardens burdened with the ash of past 
fireworks. Blue light reflecting your own eyes through the camera lens. 
Punching your father’s corpse to get some wind out of the lungs. 
Hoped for more. Orgasming to footage of the latest pop hit terrorist S 
attack. All the old material just won’t cut it. Thought it was funny. 

First date went well. We’re trying to enjoy Christmas. Acusemen. 

Rerun cartoons drilling nostalgia’s pockits somehow convince you to 

save up for silicone tits. OD’ing on blue light keeps shining you awake? 

Are you satisfied? 
How’s your heart rate? 
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radiated starlike from effulgent 

FEU MO) Oh, PON ed eo singularities, was first to strike 
eA EE Sa your eyes in the passage by. 
there were the blocs of those 
buildings that adopted a simil- 
ar decoration of lumina poking 
through the blackness, as if 
amassing for a surprise 
explosion. and when it did, the 
mien you called to stand 
turned to ask you, have you 
ever seen me look asi am? 
redlight streamers sped on the 
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Electrolyte replacement along with the oestrogen. For vomiting and hair 
loss. You start to miss the vomiting; a good method for losing weight. 
Now it’s gaining again. Asking yourself if you really want to make money 
that way. Feeling sick still at the sight of a smile. Taking yourself hostage 
so you get the chance to blow your brains out if you move funny. Cryptid 
autoerotica dragging its claws across sunburnt skin, eating the crispy 
white flakes anhedonically. Miss the old static of the television, now 
that you could really get your teeth into. Writing odes to the Brethren é 
and Sisters of the Free Spirit, seeking obscurantism worth your false sui- 
cides. Any old fuck could be the Son of the Godhead. Consider joining a 
cult just to feel closer to someone; you could fall deeper—sometimes the 
terrorists seem suave and sexy—or else just fSuck it up and drag another 
blade across your scrotum. Chaos is at feast. The ground trembles late at 
night. You wash your hands symbolically. Anus Dominus. 

The only way to escape is to try jumping, but the fall’s worse than 
the landing. Therapist passes on your notes to the spooks. Fulfilling a 
stereotype for a shot at identity. Surely you are the son of god. Disgus- 
ting body hair. Jesus as Perseus, and other demigods. Wandering, hoping 
to catch the eye of one too likekind to be anybody but you. Primeval 
urban Golgotha. Synthesised hallucinogens to remesh Blake’s visions. 
Urchin wretch teenage prostitute. Boundaries between mundane and 
eldritch wax, wane. Sighting a writhing elfin face in amongst shedding 
pine trees, a winking face to signal coming blood, village torched and 
children hung up quartered; faeries were once to be feared before the 
walls went up. The City Within. Elves draped in see-thru satin, somewhat 
suggestive. Buried visages in between binary code, looking through with 
hollow eyes and speaking tongues unlearnt by fellows. It’s nice out 
today. Take a walk. Wait for the burnished steel to separate ribcage and 
set you free. Execution video uploaded to social media, your death goes 
viral. A prison and a palace. Queen of trash and teetering ashtrays. All in 
good time. Chaos is at feast. Abolition of cutlery; return to tradition. 
Clutching handfuls of meat to stuff through your intestinal tract. Cranial 
spool delineates. Self-administering schizophrenia through immersion 
therapy. Starting to hear the words you read. Sometimes the meanings 
change. Relegating astral numerology to sects of gnostic runes imbibed. 
How’re your parents doing? How’s it been since school? Maybe Premiere 
Minister Jagger has it right. Maybe I’m getting it wrong. Missing the 
point. You can’t blame yourself for such thoughts. When will it allend? 4 
A good dick is hard to come to. There’s nothing erotic about honesty. Re- ~— 
flected in pathological irony until the self is submerged behind the ego- 
self, and the image; it supersedes itself, already masked, and demands 
its falsity, you see the bars across the windows, and the coffered ceiling 
above you. Prison and palace. An isolation uninvited. A smile’s as good 
as a slap. Disgusting. The free market of the abyss, if only it weren’t so 
autistic. 





= 








——\ Gf h* | OS SS ES SSS SSS. -«=étié‘ QS elle 
VASA 1 
bs || ms ss c 


r 
i Py) 
' 


fons 


te 
= ee Pn ae Ty . 
a _. — 
-.* Le Ar, > 
4° FP, > 
a it 


- oe 4 a | Henedioye B 
9389393423204 — 


Ecrrs moctrasn« 


™ 
~= 
. 
° 
* 
’ 


Hep ———————— ee 
AALADBe 1 & _" Ps ee 


Auto detest [fytodetect SLL fEaPS (Mu ara. Weecho 
= te Oe ap LPs tl js wy -\y u 7 
SCC ae REE HIIS » eles LOHR 
; 7 —— — Se ames ; 4 - 


; —" | 
; ; 


Hi Meatbitch. 


Do you want to feel good? 
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Your body hates you. It wants you to die, so it can live on in feminine silent peace. Your 
body can suck it. Feeling like a personification of ZOTOS now. Fuck meagre women. And 
fuck violent men, too, and all the writhing trannies. You’ll never have tits, you piece of 
shit. It is really starting to grip now. As if your own androgyny were not forc’d upon you. 
Constantly and compulsively muttering slurs as the blue lightworms claw behind your 
empty sockits. Futurist meals, diving headfirst into a rose bush and ripping off the thorns 
with your teeth. The separation between identity-hatred, religious persecution-based 
purity and true misanthropy. Nothing. A gun’s target should be whoever is closest, i.e. 
the wielder. In case of a mugging, blow your brains out. Or just cut your ownthroat and = 
watch the look of confusion. Ejaculating bile to mix things up. Tell your one night stand 
precisely how many times you were beaten, or molested as a child. Chaos is at feast. 
Writing excessively sympathetic dramatic monologues from the perspective of Franco. 
Attempting to rape someone and then giving up because you get bored. Make sure to 
apologise for the inconvenience. You will never be pure again. You remember. You carry 
with you everywhere a shadow that speaks in a calming tone about how perhaps you 
should just murder yourself before things get out of hand. Aren’t they already? | didn’t 

try to rape anyone. Why are you doing this to me? Wrapping your arms in bandages to 
make people think that you really tried to do it. Coward. There’s something lingering in 
your mind now, some kind of thought, or lack of a thought; a knowledge, let’s say, that s 
something is going drastically wrong. That you’re dangerous. That you’ve lost control. e 
You were never there, and now you’ve realised that psychosociety’s opinion of you is 
disconcertingly vague. By now you realise that killing yourself would more or less only 

be an in-joke between you and the voice in your head. You masturbate to completion ten 

to twelve times a day, mostly to silence. The absence of anything is what gets you off 

now. Done with stuffing things up your arse. Masturbation is no longer sexual. Sex equa- 

tes to birth, the final sin of man. When it rains you find a nice alley and strip yourself of 
clothes, writhing in the wet dirt and grating your body against the course brick walls 

until you come. Rats crawl across the drains. They have fat, swollen bellies. Just another 
night. All is a disconnected blur of images and concepts. There’s a code to life; binary; 
anything that deviates has to be destroyed. Meaning is personally constructed and the- 
refore useless. Lilith moaned, her rag wet and bloody, as Saturn passed by. The Horned 

God nodded, a kind of knowing bow, and watched on as the spurned wife of Adam 

birthed bloody the anteChrist in a deluge of menstrual piss. Finally you get your hands 

on some pure sugar, and you take it all at once—2.4 grams sniffed in a single line. 

You walk away from the scene of the crime as the other you passes up the walkway 
stairs of the parking complex. One heads out into the night whilst the other reaches the 
roof, and the first you exits the building just in time to see the other hit the floor with a 
sharp crunch. Each of you is designated a number: the one broken on the floor is 122 (24 N 
(lo)), and the one who walks away is 247 (47 (amalgam(//Beast))). The year is now desig- — 
nated 1349. 247 passes through to the other side, finding itself lost in a silo of orb-pods, 
one of which is his, or hers. You choose the gender. 247 is grateful for having survived, 
and who can blame 247? Death is not generally wished upon any but the truest of scum- 
fucks and streetdregs, or cybertrash (wherever they exist these days). A suicide is a sui- 
cide; you, as 247, reach a kind of recovery, and cease psychoactivity drained from liquids 
and powders. Your parents would be proud. 
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The Year 1349 is spent primarily at your place of work, a packing factory and 
warehouse that deals in replacement limbs, mostly of the cybernetic kind but 
others of an uncanny and fleshy variety. You, 247, ignore the details, where 
once you may have written a treatise upon the silicon-humanoid population 
unseen and mechanically restrained beneath the factory, their subsequent stu- 
pefaction through barbiturates, and their eventual dismemberment for the 
corpo-demonic usage of their members. Ignorance is a quelled beast, ever 
hungry, immobile. Otherwise you are manifested inside your orb, struck by the 
dumb thought that reality never used to work this way—all of these tubes and 
vats, these vents and tracks—that this cannot be your time at all, nor your 
space; how quickly had technology progressed since your refusal of suicide? 

It seemed impossible. Your orb-pod was/is larger now at least, a comfortable 
expansion complete with not just a bed and viewing screen, but a keyboard and 
a mouse, as well as a pointing rod and five feet of exercise room. Who runs this 
place? The datatrash spirals down the sink, leaking from your twitching eye, 
the pupil slipping slightly through the eyelid, eyelashes piercing it like chrome 
spears. Cyberpus. Something’s wrong. Who’s writing this? wonders 247. 

Good question, you reply. You check the news, to see what’s up with the kids 
these days. Who runs this place? Chaos at the local echoplex, and Jagger states 
his terms. It’s those killers again, with their unemptied cache of death. They 
call themselves nothing, this time. The C-Rhodes are, at last, bankrupt, asking 
for diamonds to place back in the mines, so they can send black kiddies down 
there to pick them out. The year changes channel to 1350. 


Meanwhile, 122 survived the fall, and as 122 you witness a vision of the 
arrival of Archon.2// upon the heath. You come to predict life and death, 
jacking off and jacking into your own nascent godhood. Feels nice to be on top, 
for once. And don’t you just feel fucking ecstatic. 122 starts fucking this thing, 
neither male nor female, a sexually-synthesised amalgalm of fantasy, in its 
apartment, every night; shit’s hot, so the onlookers say, tapping their debcreds 
straight into your veins. Rich blood. The visions don’t stop: MLCH still slouching 
over the keyboard, searching SEXIEST UNDERAGE BETHLEHEMS into some en- 
crypted server databank, all the whilst tracked by undercover Seraphim; 
obvious sublime static coursing through the cables overhead, siphoned by 
junkie imps, vibing on impulse; cacodemons posing half-nude in genderbent 
whorewear, their lactating genitals quivering for slathering lemures; every 
adboard crammed with subliminal quotes aimed right at your own 
short-circuiting tastebuds: fuck now, fuck this, deep sex, hard condom action, nN 
soft shit redux, big sore sluts—you are divine, your erotic nosebleeds getting 3 
less frequent by the second, until every single molecule in your projected 4D 
form is firing off some kind of nubile mucus. Shit’s hot, so the onlookers say. 
Cute. 
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247, on the other hand, degrades swiftly, and has started composing aforement- 
oned treatise on the servile conditions of the Silcs encased below the packing fac- 
tory. You know it’ll go unpublished, so way write it at all? Especially when the 
coincidences keep adding up—a server malfunctioning here, a passing comment 
there, and the unmarked vehicles hovering outside your window, shining lights 
behind the blackened windows. No escape now. No sex for 247, only uso ty 
charades with Al chatbots who have no time nor understanding for your misplaced 
lusts. Syntax error. Constant electrical humming and rain outside the window. So 

lad to be here. It is around this point that the dreams begin: below the city, you 

ear breathing. Or at least it starts to sound like breathing; first it was a rusty nl 
scratching, then becoming a reverberating moan, then shifting to distinctly inhu- 
man breaths. The lungs beneath the ai It is alive. The fever of the uncanny 
wakes you up; no city should breathe like a man. Each night, the swelling churn 

ets louder. There is a THING below, and it is dying: when it dies, something will 

e released, right? Something ancient, waiting millennia to be free... what is its 
name? What should it be called? Unutterable. Unnamable. But it had a name, once 

. What was it? 

122 is an intraglobal fuckbunny (Number One Goddess), and life couldn’t be 
better. 122 fused with their sexless lover to become the ultimate identitiless prost- 
tute, and the money is coming in. Every holoscreen across the Kingdom of God’s 
Own Little Heaven is playing your vids. Your credit score is sublimely absurd. Its 
greatness coupled by a sense of satisfaction; putrefaction, perhaps, but all bark 
fades to mulch. Something is beneath the surface of it all; your visions have shown 
you this; something beneath the surface, within you, most of all—but all bark 
degrades, and who are you to be so different. No processed children, no abuse, no 
pimps. Life couldn’t be better. Goddesshead.122// videqs are being streamed 
directly onto the walls of the City Within; even Jagger’s getting off to your 
cryocock. Every fuck a freeze, steam hissing from your genetically enhanced pores. 
Evin gate off yourself was the best financial decision you ever made—who dares 
wins. Cute. 

Somewhere in the west of the City, 122 and 247 cross paths unknowingly, and 
are thrust away from each other like rival mae nets. The impact can be felt for 
miles: a sonic screech, an earth-shaking rumble. It almost wakes the City Beneath. 
122 is hurled through a FiveCorp Burger Stack window; 247 crunches to the floor. 
122 stands, some of its tubes detached and spurting een liquid, and walks outsi- 
de to see 247 as he, too, stands. There’s a moment of recognition between the two 
of you, both of you. You. Those eyes; the build, the shoulders—but especially it’s 
the eyes that give it away. 122, you feel sorrow as you condition of poor old 247; 
but you, 247, you are shot through with fear. This cannot be you; you could never 
look this beautiful; you could never have this kind of status—so you run, as 122 
holds their hand out longingly, wishing you would only touch yourself and be as 
one again at last. 247 fled, never getting to experience true autoerotica. Self-re- 
flexive sex is as close a person can get to real divinity. 

247 returns once again to the orb-pod, which has now shrunk. You are deter- 
mined to fix this, to do it again, to create a work of superstition so potent to bring |. 
it all back to where this begun; this time, 247 will get to be 122. You will recreate & 
the precise conditions for a successful suicide at any cost. So 247 purchases a 
vintage typewriter, complete with ribbon, ink etc., and starts hitting the keys, your 
only thought that of royally fucking over your ascended tulpa. Guided by the 
words you hear from the THING beneath the city in your dreams. Yes, it is all 
already there, fully composed: you just have to release it. The piece begins: 


“Chaos is at feast. Thrulines of wanked ostracision bleed every social pulse. A 
cred’s a cred. Sweaty red faces thrust upon you. Mask up. Mysophobic impulses 
unasked keep you safer than creating your own veal. Children. What else do you 
think ee doing? Procreation: your babes won’t thank you. (And did you ask 
anyway.)” 


So, now do you see? It could always be worse. And pings dint work out so gr8 for 

122 in the end, neither. Irresistible suicide impulse brought on by Pussydic 

Implant 3.0—unavoidable. Autopsy NFT sold moments after discovery shows you 

dead in the shower, 01101000 01100101 01101100 01110000 flashing across the 
wrist, jaw shattered and bleeding, all the numbers seeping down the chrome plug- 
hole, rotoscoped semen, jellied shit and fried blood caked in the pants, drainer 

fluid dripping from the ears, sexually-transmitted malware stripping the bones 

clean, and not a week before the Cybercunt Awards. They say you were going to 
sweep them. So raise a toast and think of 122, who was once tall and handsome, hi 
just like you. : 
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eédie tip wires snake their way around the 
oom, forming a little noose around his neck, 


slight detour before the flesh ports. She 
Stands at the door, horrified by the 
starkness of the apartment. 












Bare, checkered ing eum dances out into forever until a 
interrupted by the metal frame of the bed and by the he “ 
obelisk-like fridge. Its blinding whiteness radiates from : Rt h 
the kitchen. Inside are three cans of beer, one open, and 


the remains of a TV dinner. And the fridge hums with evil _ 
mi intent as she walks towards the springboard frame e 








without a mattress. 






























She ste Ms over | e'bed! !d0king down at | | as the fridge 
fumes at her intrusion from the kitchen, its mechanical guts 
churning louder than anything else in the apartment. A 
morgue quiet. It's been months since she heard his sleepy 
voice. She can't remember how long since she'd seen him. 


Lost little brother. 




















It's painful how the bed suits him. Imagining a diagram of him 
‘plug into bed interface’. His wire arms mimic the thin beams 
of the bed and, under the white lights, his pale skin looks 
metallic and translucent. Worst of all, under the console, 
under the cords, under the shallow grave breathing, he looks 
peaceful and happy. 
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Spike Hero @SandpriestTheGreatest - th eee 
Should i OD at my grandmas funeral? | feel like noone here is really paying 
attention to me. 
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Drunk 1 milleon beers tonite. Im gonna try to mug my girlfriend when she 
goes out later. | took all the money out of her purse so my plan is to snap at 
her and ram my blade into her belly. 
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: Se noone told the elder my aunts dead so we told him shes chilling in a lower 
layer. dont know what the end goal is here 
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found out my son was my daughter so i shot her to the girls side wit ¢ 
catapult of twitter 
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Sz blew up a squirrel with a rocket launcher lol 

© 55.64K Tl 38k © 88.4K it, 


, ms Spike Hero @SandpriestIheGreatest - 11h 
—f i ama knife to be killed with 


© 19.5K Tl 44K O 12 





Topics to follow 
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ATIVAN Bilsk DOMOR TANT 
These are not brands. 
These are people like you. 
They act, feel and think. 

So they are people like you. 
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This land is the land of dead virgins atop of empty, wired 
frames with the colors of micro-engineering. It reminds the el- 
derly of a pogromed shtetl in the Pale. We have reached, now, 
our inevitable Brennschluss, whereat our parabola of the great 
evolutionary dance begins its dip as a dolphin midjump. Dithe- 
red gradients stretch across the horizon like hideous striae. 
Tillows sway in six-framed animations, to and fro in a bliz- 
zard's wind which howls like synthetic, bitcrushed noise, cre- 
scendoing and decrescendoing at looped intervals. Yon is a re- 
' moved penis and a removed pair of breasts, lest we forget our 
place. They sway, tied to the tillows' twigs by butcher's twine, 
in the wind, and are always far. 
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